THE   QUESTING   BEAST
where? I was very rude to the Dean; but then we military
did not think much of civilians then. The Master of
Trinity was so moved by the presence of so many gallant
men in his town that he used to take off his cap to every
soldier he met in his College. This was very gratifying
and showed that he, at any rate, knew his place.
The only military subject that caused me any difficulty
was map-reading which, because of its mathematics, left me
quite cold. I mention this because it is of importance in
view of what was to follow. The summer of 1916 was a
most glorious one; sun and little rain. Boating on the
river in the evenings was as near Paradise for me as I could
then imagine. Several of our fellows had their wives and
families in the town, and our social life was fairly gay in
consequence.
In July I left Trinity and moved to billets in Fitzwilliam
Street, which were full of my friends. I had a gramophone
and many records, and the landladies must have felt our
intrusion into their well-ordered lives as exceedingly strange.
We came in and went out when we liked, for the University
control did not apply to us, of course.
In August the adjutant told six of us to stay behind
after parade one day, of which number I was one. He
then addressed us.
"We are starting training on last week's batch of
recruits to-morrow and we are short of instructors," he
said. " Is there anyone amongst you who knows anything
of map-reading? "
There was a silence.    I took a pace to the front.
"I do, sir," I said.
"Right; then you'll take the recruits in map-reading
to-morrow at ten a.m. Dismiss."